232                    WILD DOGS
"Again I was tearing along, and again The wild hounds bayed on my track,
And again I fired and the leader fell,
To vanish at once with a savage yell Down the throats of the ravening pack.
" Ten times this happened, and when at last
I swarmed up that Jcimun trunk, And left a boot in a wild dog's jaw, I experienced a feeling of pious awe,
Which you might have mistaken for funk.
"I sat on a branch and counted the foe.
There were ten, taking one with another, The portliest ever that came in my way, For each was a double dog, you might say,
Whose skin covered self and a brother.
"But 'twas not a time that one would choose
To study Natural History. I fired with ever increasing elation, And   each   time   they   devoured   their   deceased relation,
But how was inscrutable mystery.
"Their skins grew tight, yet they never flinched,
But went at it tooth and nail; Each time going slower, it must be confessed, But always determined to do their best,
From their cousin's head to his tail.